to Roux3 dissolved into laughter, and was rewarded with
a kiss on the nape. It was evident that nobody had under-
stood. Monsieur Duclos buttonholed me and began to
discuss the affair on the beach.

'One would not have thought,' he said, 'that in this
cold military officer there was so much passion, so much
love for this Italian woman, his wife. But the English are
like that. On the surface, cold and businesslike. With the
English it is always business, one thinks. But below, who
knows what fires may slumber!5 He frowned. 'I have seen
much of life, but one can never understand the English
and the Americans. They are inscrutable.' He stroked
his beard. 'It was a beautiful blow, and the curious noise
made by the Italian was very satisfactory. Straight to the
chin. The Italian fell like a stone.'

'I heard that the blow was in the stomach.'

He looked at me sharply. 'And to the chin. Monsieur,
And to the chin. Two magnificent blows!'

Roux, who had been listening, intervened.

There was no blow struck,' he said decidedly. 'The
English major used jiu-jitsu. I was watching closely. 1
am myself familiar with the hold.'

Monsieur Duclos put his pince-nez on his nose and
glowered.

'There was a blow to the chin. Monsieur,' he said
sternly.

Roux threw up his hands. His eyes bulged. He
scowled.

'You could not have seen,' he said rudely. He turned
to Mademoiselle Martin. 'You saw, ma petite, did you
not? Your eyesight is perfect. You have no glasses to
confuse you like this old gentleman here. It was un-
doubtedly jiu-jitsu, was it not?'
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